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THE TRAIL OF THE BUGLES 

IN EARLY FALL 

WHEN THE WORLD IS STILL, 

THERE COMES A CALL 

BY RIVER AND HILL — 

A BREATH OF THE PASSION 
OF WILDING LAND, 
NO LIPS CAN FASHION, 
NO HEART WITHSTAND. 

THE SCARLET CRY 
OF A BUGLE'S WAIL 
GOES FADING BY 
ON A LONELY TRAIL; 

AND THE HEART OF THE YEAR 
IS BRACED AND SET 
IN BATTLE GEAR 
FOR THE AGES YET. 



ONCE THROUGH THE ARCH 
OF THE AUTUMN WOOD, 
I SAW THE MARCH 
OF A GIANT BROOD. 

I HEARD NO TREAD 
OF THE WARRIORS THERE, 
BUT THE HILLS WERE RED 
WITH THE BUGLES' BLARE; 

ON THE SHADOWY QUEST 
THAT IS NEVER DONE, 
THEY STRODE ABREAST 
OF THE WHEELING SUN; 
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WITH NO RETREAT, 
THROUGH THE HAZY FLUME 
THEY MARCHED TO BEAT 
AT THE GATES OF DOOM; 

FOR THESE WERE THEY 
WHOM GLORY SEALED 
IN THE BRUNT OF THE FRAY 
ON SOMBRE FIELD. 

BY A GOBLIN ROAD, 
WHERE THE CRIMSON LINE 
OF MAPLES GLOWED 
IN THE DEEP BLUE PINE, 

THRONG UPON THRONG 
THEY GATHERED AND GREW, 
AND ALL DAY LONG 
ON THE HILLS THEY BLEW. 

AND EVER I DREAM 
OF A HOST SINCE THEN, 
AND THE MOVING GLEAM 
OF MARCHING MEN. 

MY HEART IS HOT 
WITH THE BUGLES' CRY; 
AND TIRING NOT, 
THOUGH THE WORLD GO BY, 

POSSESSED AND WILD, 

I MUST ON AND ON 

LIKE A MARCHING CHILD 

WITH THE WARRIORS WAN. 



